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First Time 


Author's Notes: 
Well, my first James x Lars centered fic, and it's fluffy Babytallica, but also some smutt, so | hope you enjoy 
it :) 


‘--And that was the first time for me, getting head | came like a fucking fountain! Lars exclaimed, throwing 
his arms out from where he sat poised Indian style on the bed. 


James had agreed to spend a couple of weeks at Lars’ place during Summer, mostly cause he needed a break 
from whatever was going on at home with his brother and his dad's constant angry calls. But also because 
James enjoyed Lars’ company, he knew he could trust his best friend not to share any of the things he 
confessed to him. That being said, he sort of sorely regretted leading Lars onto this trail of thought. Not only 
did the revelations make him jealous - despite how he knew Lars lost his virginity very early - he wasn't even 
jealous for the right reasons. He was supposed to be jealous because Lars was getting pussy, in reality he was 


jealous because those pussies were getting Lars. 


Lying down, the blonde pulled up the blanket to cover himself. Partly because he was cold, mostly because he 


was wearing only boxer shorts and worried that perhaps the tingling Lars' boasting was making him feel might 
soon become physically evident. He kept his intrigued blue eyes on the smaller boy, watched the way he 
animatedly spoke with his wide green eyes sparkling and the constant hand motions cutting through the air. He 
also couldn't help but notice how delectable Lars' pale skin appeared, especially when he pushed the brown 
shoulder length waves of hair out of his face. Lars had this feminine air about his appearance despite being 


undeniably male. Tiny, and petite. 


However, James was rattled out of reverie by one simple question as those emerald orbs pinned him down, 
‘What about you, how was your first time? 


James cheeks flared scarlet, feeling burning hot. He knew exactly what Lars meant, embarrassed by the fact 


that he had nothing to tell. Truth be told, he hadn't even received his first kiss yet. 
‘Uh, what about it..2' he shyly countered, in an attempt to dodge the big question. 


Lars rolled his eyes, huffing dramatically and throwing his head back, ‘Ugh, what about your sex life? When 


was your first time? Ever received head? Or eaten puss? 
‘Oh, yeah.. that. Uh.. 


James sunk down into the mattress, willing the earth to swallow him whole while pulling the cover up higher 
until his eyes were barely visible above the hem. Should he lie and try to invent a scenario that would 
hopefully suit whatever expectations Lars was holding him to? Or should he admit that he was still, shamefully 
so, a virgin at age nineteen? Either option appeared just as awkward. Picking at a tiny hole in the bed sheets he 
rested upon, eyes downcast, he decided maybe the truth was the best way To go. That way he wouldn't have 
to remember whatever story he came up with tonight for the rest of his future. He sighed softly, chewing on 
his bottom lip. 


‘What's the matter? asked Lars, not teasingly as usual, but with an actual tinge of concern to his voice. 

The blonde watched out of the corner of his eye how his best friend laid down on his stomach on the bed, 
more turned towards him and with his folded arms propping his chin up. His legs were in the air, feet wiggling 
impatiently. James hoped Lars wouldn't laugh at him, because he sure felt pathetic and laughable right now. 
‘Nothing, it's just.. | never.. you know, he mumbled quietly. 


Lars frowned in confusion ‘Never what?! 


‘Never fucking did it! Okay?” James snapped, glaring daggers at Lars before his eyes went wide when he 
realized what he just said and he ducked his head back down. 


James’ face felt a thousand degrees and he was sure the flush went all the way down to his shoulders, 


because he felt the prickling heat there as well as at his hair line. He was glad his long curls hid most of his 


face from view. A moment went by, and James could tell Lars was allowing the new information to sink in. The 
knowledge that tall, tan, blonde, deep voiced James had never had sex. That pimply, skinny, awkward, shy James 
had never had sex. Would he laugh? James wasn't sure, but if the brunette did, he would try to be prepared. 

Try not to be hurt, attempt to laugh along, It felt like a hundred years had passed when Lars finally spoke 


again, the long dragging silence a rare occurrence in the drummer's presence. 
‘You mean you never had sex, like at all?! he asked softly. 

James nodded his head. 

‘You're still, like, a virgin? 

A small, hesitant pause before James nodded again, feeling downright pathetic. 


‘Why..2' Lars pressed on, curiosity and wonder in his eyes when James finally dared looking up to meet the 


gaze, accompanied by something else that seemed almost mischievous. 


The taller boy shrugged, burying himself deeper within his protective blanket cocoon, so only his feet and the 
top of his head were visible. It felt better that way, less embarrassing to be mostly hidden from view. It made 
him less vulnerable, which was a good thing because men didn't get exposed. They didn't have emotions on this 


scale, and they especially didn't entertain certain romantically inclined feelings towards their male best buddies. 


‘| dunno, | guess | never.. got the chance? | dunno. | thought about it, you know? There was that first party | 
went to when | was like seventeen, it almost happened.. but | just couldn't. It didn't feel right, | pussed out and 


the chick spread rumors and | just." realizing how ridiculous that sounded, James immediately shut up. 


‘Oh, that sucks. She musta been a total fucking bitch, Lars simply said, a scowl on his face and everything 


went quiet again. 
‘She kinda was,' James agreed with a little insecure smile. 


James wondered whether he had lost all of Lars' respect and if Lars was just trying to make him feel better, 
shutting his eyes and hoping he wouldn't be made fun of for all eternity behind his back. Part of him knew 
that Lars was better than that, but part of him talked back. James hoped Lars wouldn't abandon him for good, 


knowing now that he wasn't as cool as he'd thought. 


With his throat constricting painfully but the blonde forced himself to man up and calm down, he couldn't cry 
over this. His dad would have killed him if he wept over something as childish as a crush, and his mom would 
have been so disappointed had she known. It wasn't until James heard the creaking of Lars' bed springs followed 
by rustling of sheets that his ears perked up. When he opened his eyes again, he was met by the sight of the 
drummer sitting on his knees on the floor right next to the mattress. James’ confused, wide eyes watched as 


one tiny hand shot out to grab the blanket the blonde had snuggled himself up in and pull it aside. 


‘What're you doing.. James breathed, his heart beating fast and hard against his ribcage when he felt that 
little hand rest on the newly exposed flesh of his thigh. 


Lars patted the bare expanse of tan skin, a naughty grin spreading across his face and a characteristic gleam 
of impish mischief twinkling in his eye. ‘Just doing a friend a favour, so you'll know how it feels: he simply said. 


James' heart skipped a beat, not sure what to make of it until Lars pulled back more of the blanket. His body 
gave a full fledged shudder when the cool air of the room hit his flesh, goosebumps breaking out along his skin. 
It was only when Lars shifted to push him onto his back and crawl up between his now spread legs that the 
alarm bells in the singer's head were rung. Despite this, James found he was shoving little to no resistance. 


‘What the fuck.?! What are you doing?! You can't be fucking serious! Lars?! James half shrieked, forgetting 
how Lars’ parents were asleep on the first floor almost right beneath their feet, pushing his palm against 


Lars' sweat sheened forehead to try to get the brunette to back off. 


Instead, Lars redoubled his efforts, swatting James hand aside like an annoying fly and giving a flirtatious wink 
before he flung the blanket back over James lower half, successfully covering himself up in the process as 


well. 
‘Stop being such a fucking buzz kill and let it happen, Lars said. 


James let his head fall back against the pillows, his head a whirlwind of questions as his pulse hammered away, 
but he gasped when he felt those little hands run slowly up the lengths of his inner thighs. The touch made 
his skin prickle and liquid heat coil at the pit of his belly. He knew it was wrong, the God he had been raised 
with would punish him severely for it, but then the same God punished him for anything he thought was fun 
The same God took his mother from him. Maybe this wouldn't hurt after all? 


Not that James’ coherent thinking lasted for very long when he felt feather light, plump cupid's bow lips press 
against his lower belly. They followed the thin happy trail with soft kissed and the lower they went, the more 
dizzy the blonde felt. A warm, wet tongue came out to lap along the hem of his boxers, the skin burning at 
the slick touch and James’ dick went rigid in response. The thin black boxers were becoming very 
uncomfortable and annoying as James’ cock swelled and twitched, wetness blooming at the slit of the head. The 
blonde had never been stimulated by another person, and the effects it was having on him were grand. The 


pressure at the pit of his belly turned into a knot of lust. 


Suddenly, James startled as he felt thumbs hooking beneath the hem of those same underwear, tugging at the 
fabric until the blonde realized he'd have to raise his hips, complying to get the garment out of the way. It 
budged easily and came down in a bundle, tangled around James’ mid thigh area. Then those small, greedy hands 
were all over the newly bared skin. James couldn't see Lars, but he could feel him. He could feel the hit breath 
coming in moist puffs against his pubic bone. He could feel the fingertips tickling along the juts of his hip bones, 
tracing them slowly and raising fresh goosebumps. He could feel the palms rubbing circles just above the shaft 
of his pulsing shaft, brushing the golden pubes in the motion. 


Lars hadn't even touched the prize yet and James was already more than excited enough, but it wasn't until 
those little fingers wrapped around his length, running up and down along the rod in a loose ring, that the 
singer had to bite back a groan. As if on cue, the hand tightened its grip and slightly picked up its pace, making 
James' hips involuntarily buck and writhe, the taller boy's hands coming up above his head to grip feverishly 
at the pillows. 


As if that wasn't enough to drive the older boy insane, his fat cock head already drenched in precum, he 
almost choked on a whine when a warm wet, silky smooth mouth engulfed him. Well, not entirely but at least 
the first two inches were swallowed in slippery heat, the playful tongue from before dancing across the 
sensitive flesh in big swips. James felt his legs involuntarily twitched, his thighs quaking each time Lars' head 
pulled back to allow the tip of that tongue to press against the little slit at the head. The taller boy found that 
he was losing control of his own body, sort of relieved that it was only Lars getting to see that. It made the 
blonde screw his eyes tightly shut, his veins flooding with heat and his cock twitching within its confines. He 
couldn't remember ever having been this aroused, this turned on, this horny. It turned him into putty, the 
sweat glueing his feathery bangs to his damp forehead, his lips parted. 


James' hips wriggled, and he made a gurgling noise when Lars began to suck intently at the head in his mouth, 
both his small hands stroking and cautiously twisting the skin of the shaft separate ways. It was too much, too 
soon, too sudden, and the orgasm slammed into James, hitting him like a freight train. The orgasm had him 
losing all sense of his surroundings, and James sunk his teeth into his bottom lip to stifle any pleasure noises. 
When it was over, he sank down into the mattress a quivering, sated mass of limbs. He opened his eyes to 
catch a glimpse of Lars’ gleeful expression peering out from beneath the blanket. The brunette was wriggling 
his tongue at him as a he threw the blanket off with one hand, the other still holding James’ softening cock. 


‘Told you it'd be fun, huh? 


